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As he burst open the door a man with a rifle stood
up. He was the sentry and Demitri the half-brother
of Zaffiri. To avoid the wind he had, at the moment
that the gendarmes came out of the scrub, bent down
to roll and light a cigarette and so had failed to see
us or give the alarm. Behind him in the shed were
Pavli and Zaffiri and the rest of the band. They sat
submissively with their hands between their knees and
made no resistance. Without enthusiasm we led them
away. At last the area was free.
Zaffiri was a quiet-looking fellow, but before we
handed him over to the central prison he confessed to
eighty-seven murders. Behind the cowshed the gen-
darmes had found two skeletons. We put them down
in Zaffiri's cell and he confessed to their murder.
" And why did you kill them ? "  I asked.
" Effendi," he replied, " Demitri had newly joined
the band and he did not know how to kill. We saw
these two Albanians come over the hill; so we caught them
and held them. Demitri is a poor hand at such things,
and it was a long time before he killed them properly."
Our captures were kept in the great central prison
in Stambul. I visited them and found them all shut
into one large underground room, such as I had seen
in the days of my own captivity. Among them were
a number of men who were innocent witnesses of the
crimes committed. Some of these had been put in
there two years before by the British military authori-
ties. They had been kept confined until the criminals
were caught, and now they were all herded together,
witnesses and criminals alike.